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1 


It’s another lazy night 

trying to escape 

Adam Smith capitalist utopia 

hut this world 

is no utopia 

I discovered that one 

long ago 

just been waiting here tonight 

for the sandman to win 

tomorrow it’s hack 

to the mean streets 

I've got my Kratom powder now 

and yeah. 

I'm feeling some peace 

and it's good for me 

to feel some peace 

now that it's almost midnight 

I think I'll go out for a smoke 

and wait for the Moon to appear 

and I'll await its light 

to reveal 

the shadows of the trees 




- 7 / 26/2019 




2 


So much had luck 
had m o j o 

rained down on me 
this week 

so much damn hullshit 

a total eclipse 
of hullshit 
this week 

that great hig 
eclipse shadow 

seemed like it was everywhere 

mayhe next week 
will he better 

I just never know 

I just never know 

which direction 
the hullshit storm 
is gonna turn 


*** 
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3 . 


Damn all these demons 
are in my room again 
the stroke of midnight 

and they unleash 
viscous 
ve nomous 
serpent words 

like Xerxes Persian archers 
blotting out the Sun 

and Icarus 
is a no-show 
that figures 

all that's left 
is to hear hat wings 

sell-swords they are 
these demonic immortals 

coming through 
a hole in the wall 
of this dimension 

laughing gas 
where are you now? 

beer? 

no.it is too late 

there is only 
insomnia 

the wheel keeps spinning 

it doesn't care 

about the hour 

it just says 

"the hell with it" 


*** 
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4 


Factory farms 
will one day 
make factory cauldrons 
for us all 

plastic waste 

will surround 

our beds and pillows 

clouds of acidity 

will poison 

our backyard gardens 

and now 

there's another 
egg shell politician 
up on the wall 
soon to fall 

and all the king's horses 
got eaten by the brutes 


*** 
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5 


Insomnia 
hitting again 

the clock laments for me 

sleep 

like a missing mirage 
of the serene 

I'm staring at the walls 
at two in the morning 
and there isn't much good 
happening there 

even the crickets 
have fallen asleep 

now it seems 

like I'm the last one 

awake in this world 

minute sounds 
are like thunder 

my eyesight 
become s 

an old hall and chain 

I hear the buzzing 
of the electric lights 

I feel the spider's eyes 
upon me 


*** 
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6 


Some say 

that Caligastia 

has little power left these days 

hut who are they to know 

only those that get 
the heat downs 
truly know 
in this scene 

or mayhe 

even with this 

little hit of power left 

he can give a full heat down 

mayhe he's still out there 
just waiting for someone 
to say the right words 
that will let him into the mind 

because I know 

he's still out there 

his minion's are still out there 

entering minds 

they know what must he done 
what must he said 
for it to begin 

I fear that some of us 
may have 

written Caligastia 
off too soon 

no sir.still around 

he simply waits 
for the right words 
for the write deeds 

we might not even realize it 
when we give him access 
to the mind 




other times we do 

hut we may not truly know 

what that means 

and once the mind is entered 
we learn quickly 

he a ri ng 
he ari ng 
he a ri ng 

the presence that speaks 
Cali gastia 

doesn't much sympathize 

we may have hoped 

that he was weakened 

that his minions were weakened 

yet even so 
yet even so 

a weakened viper 

can he a real son of a hitch 
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I've reached the point 
when I will toil no more 
this day 

my strength 
got ground down 
like a hag of coffee 

wreckage of memories 
elixirs of escape 

adve rtise me nts 
commoditie s 

jammed into my astral halo 

I'm about to end this work day 
five minutes till closing time 

I'm going to feel 
the herb's liberation 
soon enough 
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It’s now Saturday night 
beginning of my Kratom-ization 
thoughts seeking celestial bliss 

an oasis away 
from all of the toil 
in the neo-feudalist world 
that this is becoming 

I awaken my own spirit 

I keep at bay 

the mind intruders 

the sado-self proclaimed 

"higher life forms" 

the heckling voices 

of the sovereignty violators 

now it begins 
now it begins 

the expansion of thought 
conte mplation 

trying to see 
the faintest light 
of a future dream 
out there 

on the astral plane horizons 
just here 

in my room.but not really 

if you factor in 
the invisible crowd 
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Want some lighting here 

want some thunder and lighting 

here and now 

e ve ntually 

most concepts tend 

to leak toxic waste 

we feed 

our sea of plastic 
we who are doomed 

old light 
new light 

in a triangular vision 
the albatross 

is nowhere near this place 

yesterday 
I experienced 
a control system glitch 

far and wide 

I haven't a clue 

hut that's just how it is 

moonlight everlasting 
take me to 
that beach 

of tranquility infinite 

infinity 
infinity 
infinity 

it's a real typhoon 

*** 
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10 


Don’t patronize me 
enthusiast of the sun dial 

don’t breathe 

your subterranean gas leak 
and feed me Delphic prophecy 
through the mind half-asleep 

I want none 

of your Heptuni an Polaroids 
fire-eaters of Ithaca 

yes.I find 

high quackery an art form 
I met Minerva 

at eleven .under the Pull Moon 

by the wishing well 

for hashish 

and readings of Rumi 

how it got away from me then 

I’ll never know 

the peacock of Hera 

that bird 

with a multitude 

of mythical eyes 

O' those lights 
of the multi-colored 
feathered epiphany 
to be realized 

*** 
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11 


sound of the galactic 
radio echoes 

voices from ripples in time 

steel radio dish 
channeIs 
to Elysium 

the dog-men statues 
seep an obscuring haze 

I want to see 
Androme da 

in the mirror of midnight 

I want to awaken 
in the valley 
of the great fog 

thoughts of wind 
multitudes of thoughts 

setting eyes upon 
an electric colosseum 

bronze idols 
along the avenues 

despair not 

the roll of the dice 

foretells 

what must come to pass 

in a world of conflicting signals 


*** 
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12 


The news tonight 

was spoken in serpent tongue 

the fools and the crony emperors 
have joined forces 

talking point 

news media 

filling up the sky 

hut it's not the good news 

it's all abominations 

the sound of abominations speaking 

wind.lashing wind 

through metal tubes 

cacophony 

of the imperial seal 
upon moonlight 

I drift away from this planet 

to a plateau 
to a lunar palace 
of moon-rock 

and irradiated dust 


*** 
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13 . 


I went to bed 

at midnight 

but couldn't sleep 

the "others" were present 

chattering away 
about mysterious 
dimensional concepts 

I only wanted sleep 

but "the others" 

had far too many 

prepared proclamations 

read from invisible papyrus 

whenever I started 
drifting off 
towards the serenity 
of reduced consciousness 

"the others" 

moved closer to my ears 

and spoke about 
an invisible power-chord 
between two worlds 


*** 
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14 . 


Where the alchemical lanterns go 
where they go 

there are no bends in the river 
there are no f j ords to behold 
with an alchemical vision 

in the stillness of the pond 
there is the reflection 
of an emerald star 

in the stillness of the pond 
there can be seen a reflection 
of the philosophy of transmutation 

and I walk upon the soft grass 
of the lunar bestowal 

from precise points of dimension 

a clear.commanding voice 

dispenses an abundance of wisdom 

I have foreseen 
before they occurred 
Cartesian windstorms 
overtaking gravity 

releasing The G-reat Sphinx 
from the desert sand 


*** 
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I am one 

who has been deceived 
by computer screens 

I am one 

prone to caffeine visions 

I am one 

to find solace 

in an herbal ascension 

I am one 

with a tobacco pipe 
on a front porch 
in South Jersey 
a Sunday morning in July 
looking up at the blue sky 

I am one 
prone to 

seeing castles and cathedrals 
upon the passing clouds 

I am one 
to hear 

the celestial spheres 
in the telephone static 

I am one 

to be struggling 
to maintain willpower 

within the salt of the desert photograph 
I find visions 

I am often deceived 

by visions from the computer screen 
and I behold 

an everlasting fountain 
of onyx illumination 



pouring out cosmic essence 

I am one 
to be lost 

in the labyrinth of streets 

I am one to remember 
marijuana mind-freedom 

I am one 

to raise the banner of the spider 

I have fallen 

into neo-feudal despair 

yet I will rise 
while I can 
and seek out 

the tranquil singularity 


*** 
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In my own sojourn 
I have risen and fallen 

fallen and risen again 

I have faced off 

with ’’the Others" 

when they arrived by night 

to invade the mind and the body 

from my fallen place 

I have risen 

and cast "the Others" 

off towards the horizon of confused noise 
there they meld 

into the vast invisible shadow 
and I rise 

and I gain in strength 

yet I know 
that the world 

is full of vipers and thorns 

yet I know 

that solitude 

can become an abyss 

I know 

that to fall again 
is inevitable 

yet each time 
I will rise higher 
towards the solar scepter 


- 7 / 28/2019 



17 
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a precise collision 
with "the Others" 

and from high pillars of sound 
did they seem to descend 

and the experiments themselves 
became fountains of thorns 

and the prickling 

the stinging sensation of the thorns 
was audible 

by night 
by day 

endless violations 
of se If-de te rmi nati on 

by night 
by day 

voices arose 
from the obscurity 

by night 
by day 

the unfathomable 
was fathomed 


*** 
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18 


A great symmetry 
I haven’t known in a while 

talk to me 
about Urantia 
I envision 
star-fields 

and Universes of light 

I recollect the night sky 
even in the brighter light 
of the afternoon 

I await a time 

without commercial obligation 

I await a time 
of quiet stillness 

I await a time 
of placid reflection 

revealing an astral sky 


*** 
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